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to the Socialist Local on such subjects as "The Expansionist
Policy"; he went to dinners given by the Ruskin Club,
where he now numbered among his friends young instructors
from the University of California, professional men, the
new Oakland librarian, who had replaced his old friend and
inspirator, Ina Coolbrith. Week-ends he spent as the guest
of the Applegarths in San Jose, reading his new manuscripts
to Mabel, weighing her criticisms, stealing a few lover's
kisses as they picnicked in the woods or sat on the Apple-
garth sofa. Completely as he loved Mabel, he never tried to
fit her into his tumultuous life in Oakland. It was heresy
even to think of her in the smoke and din of a socialist
meeting. No, she was the cool goddess who remained above
the strife and turmoil of the world; after they were married
she would be a gracious hostess to his less rambunctious
friends and argufiers, and when he returned from his
boisterous meetings, all excited and sweated up, her arms
would be a quiet harbour in which he could relax, be quiet,
know peace. She had the qualifications for a superman's
wife.

At last, a short while before the end of the century, the
big break came for Jack London, as he inevitably knew it
had to come for all men who had "faith, dig, and talent."
In the weeks just passed he had written a long story called
"An Odyssey of the North," which he had had the sheer
presumption to send to Boston to the Atlantic Monthly, the
most blue-blooded, stiff-necked, unapproachable literary
magazine in the United States. By all precedent the Atlantic
Monthly should have sent the manuscript back with a horrified
little note. Instead Jack received one of those long, flat
envelopes, the arrival of which suffocated him; the editor
praised the story, asked him to cut three thousand words
out of the opening sections, and offered to pay one hundred
and twenty dollars for the publication rights. Once again
Jack sank to the edge of his bed, trembling, his eyes glazed,
as on that morning the thin envelope arrived from the
Overland Monthly. A hundred and twenty dollars! Enough
to lift the family debts, take his possessions out of pawn,